MODERN TRAVEL

They were dressed like ourselves in old overalls, stiff
with dried blood, and high spiked sea-boots. They were
Hansen, Fritz and Hartvig, the " flensers," skilled men
whose sole job it was to peel the blubber off the whales
in three long strips. They always appeared first upon
the " plan" because, until the blubber had been
removed, there was nothing for anyone else to do.

Hansen and Fritz were inseparables, always together.
They lived next door to one another in Sandefjord and
had been in the employ of the whaling station together
for many years. They came out together in the same
cabin in the transport ship and went home together in
the same cabin. They shared the same cabin in their
barracks on the whaling station. They laughed together
and cursed together and one would not work unless the
other was in the same shift and on the same job. I
imagine they will die together. How they met I do
not know. Hansen was a sailor, had a mate's ticket
and had sailed in many British ships. He therefore
spoke English well and called himself "just an old
sailor." For a tot of whisky he would do anything and
once worked hard for three days when there were no
whales and he had time to spare, making a fender of
plaited ropes to go round the counter of our motor-boat
for this apparently insignificant reward. He had a face
like a withered apple and a yellow walrus moustache,
and his hands had the shortest fingers I have ever seen.
Fritz, boon companion of Hansen, was an immensely
tall and powerful man with a face rather like a family
solicitor and a head which, when he removed his old
cap, surprisingly revealed itself as bald as a pea. He
spoke no English at all and when at work swore volubly
in Norwegian. In negotiations with us for tots of
whisky he played second fiddle to Hansen and usually
just stood grinning and nodding. Hartvig, the third
flenser, was a little out of it with these two. He spoke
no English and only once a year came round to the
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